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ROBERT TREAT PAINE, JUN. ESQ. 


‘The following poetical effusion is from the Nationat ais, a 
paper whose columns are frequently decorated with the flowers of 
elegant literature. We publish it for the sake of the tribute to the 
memory of Mr. Paine, contained in the two last stanzas. While 
our newspapers teem with biographical sketches of persons 
whose greatest merit was, that they had never done any harm, and who 
were probably never before heard of beyond the precincts of their 
native villages, itis to be regretted that the author of Tue Rutine 
Passion and Apams anp Lisrrry is suffered, in his native town, 
and the metropolis of New-England, to sink into forgetfulness, 
without even the obituary compliment of a newspaper. We hope 
that some one, who has been more intimate with him than our- 
selves, will furnish us with at least an outline of his life, and a suit- 
able token of regard to his memory as a Poet and a Man of Let- - 


ters. 4 W. W. 
HAIL to the bards, whom the kind god of song, 
Hath instructed to bless, and hath gifted to charm ; 
Sweet are the themes to their office belong, 
Gladness to brighten, and grief to disarm. 


See what change and what ruin the wide world deforms ! 
Still genius remains and its fires are not spent ; 

Unquench’d by the deluge, unwreck’d by the storms, 

The god still protects what his bounty has lent. 


First, ScoTT, at whose mention the Muses confess ' 
A fay’rite their fondness hath richly endow’d, 
Whose constancy prov’d, they delight to caress, 
While beauty appiauds him,.and Scotia is proud. S 
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Dear region of romance, belov’d of the muse ! 
What grateful emotions awake at thy name, 

Though barren thy hearth, yet Castalian dews 

Have nourish’d for thee, a rich harvest of fame. 


How oft have we list’ned with fondest delight, 
To the themes of thy bards, long departed and gone, 
Paid our vows with thy Burns on the cottagers night, 
Or breath’d with thy THomson the odour of morn ! 


But who shall dispart whom the service hath join’d, 
Whose favour is glory, whose friendship is fame ; 

By whom: to each votary his province affirm’d, 
Their family one, and their birth-right the same ? 


Yet there’s one of the train, and O how can we spare, 
To name him, so skill’d each soft impulse to move, 

Each stanza so sweet, and each mistress so fair, 
Moors, the Yorick of verse, and the minstrel of love. 


Though the virtues may frown, yet the muses more kind, 
Well pleas’d with his gambols and merriment wild, 

Still indulgently greet, and ’tis wond’rous to find, 

How the mischief is pardon’d, through love for the child ! 


And who, a Montcomenry can fail to admire, 
How the sage and the poet their mystery blend ? 

How graceful is truth in the muse’s attire, 
With thee for her champion, her guardian and friend $ 


Nor in Europe confin’d is their measure sublime, 

In our own native land see their footsteps appear ; 
And nurs’d by the warmth of a genial clime, 

The shamrock transplanted grows fragrant and fair. 


But ah, why do they weep ! see the muses in tears ! 
Menander, they mourn thee, gone, gone to thy rest, 
While fancy, deep musing in sorrow appears, 
For of all her dear children she lov’d thee the best. 


Where, where fell thy mantle, sweet bard of the west! . 


For with man dwells no power to redeem thy lov’d strain, 


And long may we wait e’er another so blest, 


Shall wake the loud lyre with the genius or Paine. 
LYCIDAS. 


D(a. 




















THE COMET. 









































CONYVIRMATION. 


We insert the following communication with the most perfect 
cheerfulness. Whatever may have been the impression made by 
our remarks in answer to the “ Spectator,” (see No. V.) we repeat 
that nothing was farther from our intention than to wound the feel- 
ings or disturb the faith of any honest Christian ; though we ac- 
knowledge that the janguage is sucl. as to justify an imputation of 
levity. We have no reason to douit the authenticity of the a ee- | 
dote relating to the archbishop of York ; we can show it to our 
correspondent in a work for which we havea very high esteem ; and 
ean heartily join with the “ Christian” in pronouncing him “ an un- 
worthy member”’—and what society or body of men was ever 
found without such members ? 

We shall feel ourselves honoured by further communications . 
from the ‘‘ Christian ; ”’ satisfied as we are that sober and temper- 
ate discussions of religious topicks cannot injure,, but will eventual- 
ly promote the cause of true Christianity. W. W. 





, TO THE EDITOR OF THE COMET. 
IRy 


Observing in No. V. of your publication a query concerning the 
rite of Confirmation as conferred by the Bishop in Episcopal 
churches in general, I shall as far as my knowledge will permit 
give your correspondent the desired information. 

The Episcopal church allows of, and fully authorizes infant 
baptism, and at the time that-the infant receives this solemn sacra- 
ment, it is required that two or more persons appear as sponsors, 
promisingin the child’s name that it shall believe all the articles of 
the christian faith, and renouncing the evil ways of the world be- 
come a faithful servant of Jesus Christ ; that is virtually binding 
themselves to see the child instructed in the true principles of 
Christ’s doctrine, and taught to value and practice those things 
which are necessary to the welfare of an immortal being, (for such 
Mr. Editor, we all are; though we must rot in corruption, yet “ in 
our flesh shall we see God,” and by him be doomed to eternal hap- 
piness, or shut from his glorious presence forever,to bewail our lost 
state in the regions of utter darkness.) ‘The sponsors having taken 
this solemn vow in behalf of the newly Daptized infant, it was 
thought necessary that, at years of discretion, the child being pre- 
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viously made to understand the sacredness of the engagement, _ 
should be brought before the superiors of the church and there 
publickly ratify and take upon itself the baptismal vow. If the . 
Spectator who made the enquiry, did not understand what was 
said in the service of the Confirmation, I recommend him to read 
it as he will find it in the church prayer books. No one can be so 
_ridiculous as to suppose the hand of a bishop can confer any partic- 
ular grace upon a person or child kneeling for a blessing. But af- 
ter having questioned them concerning their faith, it is a natural 
and appropriate action to lay his hands on their heads while he 
prays to Almighty God to confirm their faith and direct them in 
those ways which lead to eternal felicity. ‘Though I think you 
observe that you do not reccollect any scripture, authority for this 
practice, I believe if you read the old Testament with attention 
you will find it was customary with the Patriarchs and others to 
lay their hands on the heads of those whose happiness they prayed 
for. Isaac when he blessed his sons laid his hands on their heads. 
Jacob when he blessed the sons of Joseph did the same ;.other in- 
stances in the Old Testament may be cited as authorities for this 
custom ; but I go to higher authority, the Son of God himself, 
when on earth Jaid his hands on children and blessed them, and 
whoever will read the Acts of the Apostles will find, it was their 
practice to confirm new proselytes to Christianity,by the laying on 
of hands. Why is this custom thought to be mere ceremony, and 
treated with ridicule when used to young persons renewing per- 
sonallytheir baptismal yows, when it is thought essentially necessary 
to the ordaining of a minister in the Dissenting as well as Episcopal 
churches? For my own part, when I saw the interesting group 
that presented themselves at the Trinity church, I considered them 
as candidates for eternal salvation, and as my soul expanded with 
love and gratitude, this involuntary ejaculation arose, ** Lord, con- 
firm their faith,and make them thine forever.’’ Sir, it is too often 
the case that people laugh at what they do not understand, and in 
that case the uninformed railer deserves more pity than censure ; 
but I can hardly believe that a man professing the Christian relig- 
ion, one appointed to teach the people and minister at the altars 
would call that dirty work, which was meant to be a renewal of a 
sacramental vow, and an admission of the youthful part of his flock 
into the household of his divine Master. If such a circumstance 





THE COMET. 





—a— 





really did take place, the Archbishop was an unworthy member.. 
But the beautyof the Christian religion cannot be sullied by his un- 
worthiness, nor any of its rites rendered ridiculous by his illiberal 
witticisms. | 

I am, Sir, neither a bigot, nor a superstitiousenthusiast, but an 


humble though undeserving 
CHRISTIAN... 


—2 + ee 


DON JOHN PADILLA, A SPANISH PATRIOT. 


Duringthe early part of the reign of Charles V.the people of Cas- 
tile, wearied with their grievances, and determined to seek redress,, 
formed a meeting numerous and respectable, to: which they gave 
the name of Junta. There were among them many men of talents: 
and character, but the most remarkable was Don John Padilla.. 
Their objects were numerous and extensive, and aimed at no less 
than the complete restoration of their ancient liberty. Their lan-- 
guage and their remonstrances breathed a spirit hardly. to be exe 
pected in an age and country so little enlightened. Their leader’ 
was possessed of talents and virtues fully equal in so great an un 
dertaking ; but the power of the crown was too strong to be resist-- 
ed, and they wanted that union and concert among themselves: 
which are requisite in all great enterprizes. After a few trifling: 
successes, they were totally defeated by the forces of the tyrannical 
emperor, and Padilla was instantly led to execution, where he died: 
with the spirit and fortitude of a martyr, in the noblest of causes.- 
When Bravo, his fellow sufferer, expressed his*indignation at being: 
called a traitor, he replied with dignity : “ Yesterday was the time: 
to have displayed the spirit of a gentleman, té-day we must shew 
the resignation of: Christians.”—Such were the last words he ever" 
uttered. There is a glory that brightens even the fall of a great 
man, to which villains can never attain in their highest prosperity.. 
The following letters, one addressed to his wife, and the other to: 
the city of Toledo, translated by Dr. Robertson, display his charac- 
ter more strongly than any laboured panegyrick. 


LETER OF DON JOHN PADILLA. 


“ SENORA, } 
“If your grief did not afflict me more than my own death;. 
should be thoroughly happy ; for the end of life being certain to all! 
6.2 
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men, the Almighty confers a mark of distinguishing favour on that 
person for whom he appoints a death like mine, which, though la- 
mented by many, is nevertheless acceptable to Him. ‘It will re- 
quire more time than I now have, to write any thing that can af: 
ford you consolation ; that my enemies will not grant me, nor do 
I wish to delay the reception of that crown which | have to enjoy. 
You may bewail your own loss, but not my death, which is too 
honourable to be lamented by any. My soul, for nothing else is left 
me, I bequeath to you. You will receive it as the thing in this 
world which you valued most. I do not write to my father, Pe- 
dro Lopez; because I dare not ; for though I have shewn myself 
to be his son, in daring to lose my life, I have not been the heir of 
his good fortune. I will not attempt 'to say thing more, that I may 
not tire the executioner, who waits for me; and that I may not ex- 
cite a suspicion, that, to prolong my life, I lengthen out my letter, 
My servant Josia, an eye-witness, and to whom I have communica- 
ted my most secret thoughts, will inform you of what I cannot 
how write; andthus I rest, expecting the instrument of your grief 
and my deliverance.” ; 


HIS LETTER TO THE CiTY OF TOLEDO. 


* To thee, the crown of Spain and the light of the whole world, 
free from the time of the mighty Gauls ; to thee, who by shedding 
the blood of strangers, as well as thy own blood, hast recovered lib- 
erty for thyself and thy neighbouring cities ; thy legitimate son, 
John de Padilla, gives information how by the blood of his body 
‘thy ancient victims are to be refreshed. If fate hath not permit- 
ted my actions to be placed among your successful and celebrated 
exploits, my fault hath been in my iil-fortune, and notin my good 
will. This I request of thee to accept, since God hath given me 
nothing more to lose for thy sake, than that which I am now to re- 
linquish. Iam more solicitous about thy good opinion than about 
my own life. The shiftings of fortune, which never stands still, 
are many ; but ‘his I see with infinite consolation, that I, the least 
of thy sons, suffer death for thee, and that thou hast nursed at thy 
breast such as may take vengeance for my wrongs. Many tongues 
will relate the manner of my death, of which I am yet ignorant, 
though I know it to be near. My end will testify what was my 
desire. My soul I recommend to thee, as the patroness of Christ- 
ianity. Of my body I say nothing, forit is not mine. I can write 
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nothing more, at this very moment I feel the knife at my throat, 


with greater dread of thy displeasure, than apprehension of my 
own pain.” 


THEATRICAL RECORDER. 
No. VI. 


* Where is he that loves the stage and knows its proper end, who can see 
the abuse with which it is covered and surrounded, without striving by se- 
rious censure, or the force of ridicule, to restore it to the state of happier 
days ?” 





Nov. 22. The Exile and Raising ihe Wind. 


The Exile, isone of those dramatick pieces which, when a man 
goes to see, he must leave his intellect with the door keeper along 
with his ticket. In this case he may be very pleasantly diverted 
for a couple of hours ; but should common sense pop into the house, 
and ask him to reconcile some of the incidents with probability (to 
say nothing of possibility) he would find himself sadly embarrassed. 
We feel no disposition to obstruct the run of this piece by ill-timed 
criticism ; and we are conscious that, if such were our wish, it 
would be of noavail. On the contrary, it would give us joy to see 
much fuller houses at its exihibition. But we think Mr. Reynolds, 
to use the language of one of his own personages, “ has received 
too much credit,” and the scene painter too little. ‘The elegant 
representations of Siberian scenery are well calculated to fascinate 
_the eye; and these, with the musick, and an occasional joke or sen- 
timent, render the whole a very pleasant entertainment. 

Mr. Duff was a very good representative of Daran ; though, 
for our life we cannot see how Alexina, Catharine, and the Gsvernour 
should not discover that it was Romanoff in disguise. - We saw no 
difference between Daran and Romanoff, except in dress and colour. 
However, the author did not intend they should find him out ; and 
the cunning rogue follows Alexina from Siberia to Moscow, protects 
her from her pursuers, rushes into the great church during the cor- 
onation and obtains her father’s pardon, attends her back to Siberia, 
and finally marries her, without being suspected. 

The Governour by Mr. Dickenson creates considerable mirth; as 
does also Baron Ailtradof, by Mr. Stockwell, though the latter is 
often faulty in expression ; by which means the dialogue is some- 
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times obscure. The duet, “ dancing governour,” “ peeping trav- 
eller,”’? was loudly applauded. 

Mr. Entwisle in Servitz, is full of life and bustle, and exactly 
the reverse of Mr. Lindsley in Count Calmar, who is endured by the 
audience with the most perfect good nature. ‘The Gale of Love,” 
set to a delightful air by Mazzinghi, which ought to be sung 
by the Count, is omitted for want ofa suitable representative. 
Is it not passing strange that the managers have not an actor in 
their company, that can play the genteel lover inan opera? Seeing 
there parts filled by Mr Lindsley, makes us regret the absence of 
hittle Vining, who if he could not speak, could sing ; and aman who 
possesses one of those qualifications is certainly preferable to him 
who has neither. 

The other characters are performed in a style, of which we can 
say “ neither good, better, nor best ;” but whichis perhaps as mer- 
itorious as the performance of the author. 


Nov. 25. The Exile and Plot and Counterplot. 


Plot and Counterp‘ot is a translation from the French by C. Kem. 
ble. ‘The following is nearly an accurate account of the fable. We 
say “ nearly,” for the laughter which convulsed the house during 
its representation, and the low tone in which some of the perform- 
ers spoke, prevented our hearing the whole distinctly. 

Leon de Rosilla and Fernando are in love with Donna Lorenza, the 
daughter of Hernandez, an old painter, whois averse to both, Fer- 
nando contrives by the means of Js:dore, a priest, to gain admission. 
to the house in the following manner—Jsidore comes to Hernandezy 
and informs him that Michael Servantes died the preceding even- 
ing, and as there was no portrait of him extant, he would consent, 
upon the payment of a certain sum, as a bribe, that Hernandez 
should go with him to the convent, and take a likeness from the de- 
ceased. Fernando overhears the agreement, bribes Isidore higher, 
and the latter persuades Hernandez to have the corpse of Cervantes 
brought to his.house forthe purpose. This is all overheard by Leon, 
who had previously been concealed in a closet by Joanna, the cham- 
bermaid. They accordingly form a counterplot, and introduce 
Pedrillo, Leon’s servant, as the corpse of Cervantes. Shortly after 
a knocking is heard, and Fernand; enters disguised as a friar, and 
informs Hernandez that the corpse of Cervantes (which is represent-- 
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ed by his servant Fadio,) is below. Hernandez orders it in ; and 
being apprised of the trick by a letter from Jsidore, leaves the room 
to gain assistance to take the whole into custody. In the mean 
time Fernando escapes and carries off Lorenza, who is attached to 
Leon. ‘The latter meets them, rescues his mistress, returns her to 
her father, and the piece concludes with their union. 

The piece was rapturously applauded throughout: but the 
strength of it is in the second act, where Pedrillo and Fabio, each 
representing the dead body of Cervantes, are brought on. Each of 
them thinks the other the real corpse ; and it is impossible for im- 
agination to conceive anything more exquisitely laughable, than the 
acting of Messrs. Dickenson and Entwisle in Pedrillo and- Fabio. 
Mr. Drake as the painter, and Mrs. Barnes in Beatrice, an old duen- 
na, were very clever. Mrs.‘ Mills in Joanna did very well, but was 
imperfect in her part. Her voice is too shrill and slender to be dis- 
tinctly heard, amidst the laugh and bustle. If it be not beneath 
the dignity of Mrs. Powell to appear in farce, we would take the 
liberty to recommend this character to her keeping for the present 
season, It might certainly be made more of than it now is, and 
not inferior in comick humour to that of Fabio or Pedrillo. 


Nov. 27 The Exile and Plot and Counterplot. 


The Three and Deuce was advertised in the bills for this evening ; 
but the flattering reception of Plot and Counterplot induced the man- 
ers to repeat it ; on which occasion we repeat our former opinion, 
that in the present dearth of female talent, Joanna ought to be rep- 


resented by Mrs. Powell ; she is kept too much inthe back ground 
by Mrs. Mills. 


- + ae 


RUSSIAN COSTUME, 


Dr. Clarke, who has lately published a volume of Travels in Rus- 
sia, speaking of the dresses and figures of the priests, says, “ Their 
long, dark hair, without powder, fell down in ringlets, or straight 
- and thick, far over their rich robes and shoulders. Their dark, 
thick beards, also, entirely covered their breasts. On the heads of 
the archbishop and bishops were high caps covered with gems, and 
adorned by miniature paintings, set in jewels, of the crucifixion, the 
virgin, and the saints. Their robes of various coloured satin, were 
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of the most costly embroidery ; and even on these were miniature 
pictures set with precious stones.” 

What would a Russian think to see the empress Elizabeth’s cor- 
onation, now exhibiting at the Boston theatre, in which the grand 
Patriarch is bare headed, and dressed in a robe of pink coloured shal- 
Jon, without ornament ; and the attendant priests, (only two in num- 
ber) in gowns of Jndia cotton that once was white, but which from 
too frequent use, and the scarcity of soap and water; are now of 
“ no colour at all !” and as to a beard, there is no such thing to be 
seen in the whole procession. 


seittind 
EXILES OF SIBERIA. ‘ 


In England (says Dr. Clarke) we hear of persons sent to Siberia 
as a severe punishment, and entertain very erroneous notions 
concerning the state of exiles in that country. ‘lo a Russian no- 
bleman, the sentence of exile can hardly imply punishment. The 
consequence of their journey is very often an amelioration of their 
understanding and their hearts. They have no particular attach- 
ment to their country ; none of that maladie du pays, which sickens 
the soul of an Englishman in banishment. They are bound by no 
strong ties of affection to their families ; neither have they any friend- 
ship worth preserving. Tobolski, from the number and rank of 
the exiled, is become a large and populous city, full of shops and 
society, with theatres and elegant places of amusement. Its inhab- 
itants, above two thousand versts from Moscow, have booksellers, 
masquerades, French hotels, French wines, with the beer and porter 
of England. ‘Those who have resided there, either as officers on 
duty, as travellers, or as exiles, give the highest accounts of its 
gaiety and population. An officer of considerable rank in the 
Russian service told me, he would rather have the half of his pay 
and live at Tobolski, than the whole of it in residence at Peters- 
burgh. Many, who have been ordered home, have wished and 
sought to return thither. This is no subject of wonder. ‘Icbolski 
is admirably adapted to the Russian taste. According to Gmelin 
it is a very temple of Bacchus and indolence.* Provisions were so 


* Mr Reynolds makes Servitz in his play of the Exile to say, “ Siberia is 2 
remarkably cheap cauntry ; provisions cost nothing here, for you can't get 
aay.” 
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cheap when he was there, in the middle of the last century, that a 
person might maintain himself for ten roubles a year, not two 
pounds of our money. His account of the Carnival and Easter 
festival proves there was little difference between the state of so- 
ciety in Tobolski and in Moscow, at that time, and there-js much 
less at present. 


+ ae 


SPIRIT OF FOREIGN JOURNALS. 


THE TEAR. 


‘The tear of affection dimm’d Eleanor’s eye, 
She parted from Edwin, the youth that she lov’d ; 
A Rose’s pink bosom that flourish’d close by 
Receiv’d the pure dew drop that down her cheek rov’d. 


‘The orient pearl on the blossom did beam 

When Flora return’d to her favourite flower ; 
She gave to her Zephyr the crystalliz’d gem, 

And on Eleanor’s breast it dissolv’d in a shower. 


APPEARANCES—sy true crate Mr. CumBEeRLaAnp. 


What is a great man and a good? 
How are those titles understood ? 
Prince, peer, and minister of state ; 
Are they by rank and office great ? 
The man that wears a parson’s gown, 
Must we for good man set him down ? 
No ; those can dazzle, these deceive ; 
They may betray, and we believe ; 
But truth will never come to light, 
Till in the great Creator’s sight. 


-——— 


ON HUMAN LIFE. 


Pure at their source, impurer as they flow, 
The brooks grow bitter ere they join ‘he main 
Thus with delight the hours in childhood go, 
And thus to death uae hours of age with paim, 
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of the most costly embroidery ; and even on these were miniature 
pictures set with precious stones.” 

What would a Russian think to see the empress Elizabeth’s cor- 
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bleman, the sentence of exile can hardly imply punishment. The 
consequence of their journey is very often an amelioration of their 
understanding and their hearts. ‘They have no particular attach- 
ment to their country ; none of that maladie du pays, which sickens 
the soul of an Englishman in banishment. They are bound by no 
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ship worth preserving. Tobolski, from the number and rank of 
the exiled, is become a large and populous city, full of shops and 
society, with theatres and elegant places of amusement. Its inhab- 
itants, above two thousand versts from Moscow, have booksellers, 
masquerades, French hotels, French wines, with the beer and porter 
of England. ‘Those who have resided there, either as officers on 
duty, as travellers, or as exiles, give the highest accounts of its 
gaiety and population. An officer of considerable rank in the 
Russian service told me, he would rather have the half of his pay 
and live at Tobolski, than the whole of it in residence at Peters- 
burgh. Many, who have been ordered home, have wished and 
sought to return thither. This is no subject of wonder. ‘lobolski 
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* Mr Reynolds makes Servite in his play of the Exile to say, “ Siberia is 2 


remarkably cheap cauntry ; provisions cost nothing here, for you can't get 
aay.” 
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cheap when he was there, in the middle of the last century, that a 
person might maintain himself for ten roubles a year, not two 
pounds of our money. His account of the Carnival and Easter 
festival proves there was little difference between the state of so- 
ciety in Tobolski and in Moscow, at that time, and there js much 
less at present. 
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SPIRIT OF FOREIGN JOURNALS. 


THE TEAR. 


‘Lhe tear of affection dimm’d Eleanor’s eye, 
She parted from Edwin, the youth that she lov’d ; 
A Rose’s pink bosom that flourish’d close by 
Receiv’d the pure dew drop that down her cheek rov’d. 


‘The orient pearl on the blossom did beam 

When Flora return’d to her favourite flower ; 
She gave to her Zephyr the crystalliz’d gem, 

And on Eleanor’s breast it dissolv’d in a shower. 


APPEARANCES—sy tne rate Mr, CumBervanp. 


What is a great man and a good? 
How are those titles understood ? 
Prince, peer, and minister of state ; 
Are they by rank and office great ? 
The man that wears a parson’s gown, 
Must we for good man set him down ? 
No ; those can dazzle, these deceive ; 
They may betray, and we believe ; 
But truth will never come to light, 
Till in the great Creator’s sight. 


ON HUMAN LIFE. 


Pure at their source, impurer as they flow, 
The brooks grow bitter ere they join ‘he maim 5 
Thus with delight the hours in childhood go, __ 
And thus todeath the hours of age with pais, 
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THE HOUR GLASS. : 


O think, fair maid! these sands that pass 
In slender threads adown this glass, 
Were once the body of some swain 

Who lov’d too well and Jov’d in vain. 
And let one soft sigh heave thy breast, 
That, not in life alone unblest, 
E’en lovers’ asues find no rest. 






















ANACREONTICK, 
Give me nectar, give me Venus, 
Let me squander life away ; 
Quaff whole goblets with Silenus, 
- And enjoy life’s transient day.— 







Hebe comes but once.—Her visit 
Short doth last—like summer’s morn 3 

Sweet and welcome let me hail it ; 

*Tis for joy that man was born. 












LINES, WRITTEN BY A LADY ON A WINDOW. 





The power of Love shall never wound my heart, 
Though he assail me with his fiercest dart. 






THE ANSWER, WRITTEN UNDERNEATH BY A GENTLEMAN. | 





The lady has her resolution spoken, 
Yet writes on glass in hopes it may be broken. 
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TO READERS AND CGRRESPONDENTS. 





7 Persons disposed to patronise this paper by subscription are informed 
that a book for that purpose is now opened, at the bookstore of the publisher, 
No. 8, State-Street. Price Iwo Dollars for twenty-six numbers, 






“ Jephthah’s Vow,” a poetical communication from a lady, came too late | 
for this paper. va 
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